152         THE INDIAN STORY BOOK

brow knitted in perplexity. He saw the welcome
pool shining like a silver mirror in the sunlight, with
its ring of golden cups of the lotus, its margin set
with lilies, reeds, and sweet rose-laurel. Then he
saw his four brothers lying lifeless by the margin,
and in spite of his thirst and weakness he named
each in turn and spoke of the great deeds which had
lifted him above the crowd, bitterly lamenting their
death in such a manner unfitted for warriors of their
strength and skill.

" It is the work of some evil spirit," he said at
last, " for their bodies bear no mark of violence, nor
is the ground around them marked with human
footprints. The water, too, is clear and fresh, no
poison stain caii^be seen upon their faces, and
my great thirst consumes me. I will stoop to
drink/'

Now as he did so the Spirit took the shape of a
grey red-crested crane, and spoke to him. " I sent
your brothers to their death," he said, " and unless
you can answer my questions, you too, great King,
shall follow where they have gone."

" Who art thou ? " asked Yudhisthir boldly.
" Make thyself known and what is required of

us."

" I am no bird," was the reply, " but a Rakshasa " ;
and even as he spoke the dreadful Being took shape,
towering above the lofty palm - trees, shining in
splendour brighter than the sun, glowing a ruddy
colour like the evening cloud, and moving to and
fro so as to dazzle the eyes of the beholder.